132                       SILENT IS THE VISTULA
violently when I woke up* I sat up, brushing the sleep off my eyes.
"What is it, Scholar?" I asked%"Whats happened?"
"Someone dripping to see you/'
"Dripping^"
'With water/* Scholar explained. "He just swam the Vistula. Come on, Aneri. Wake up. He's in a hurry He's on his way to Headquarters."
Zahwa was waiting at my desk. He was an officer from Rembertow whom I had met only once before, but who had unwittingly disclosed to me that my brother Yozek was in the Home Army, too. Zaliwa had mentioned as one of his collaborators a certain "Gypsy," which I recognized immediately as Yozek's childhood nickname
"Did you come from Rembertow?'* I asked. Since my parents lived there, I hoped for some news of them.
"No. From Praga *
"How did you get here, Zaliwa?"
We knew that the Germans had their gunboats on the Vistula keeping a sharp lookout for just such people as Zaliwa attempting to cross from the suburb of Praga on the right bank of the river.
1 swam across. It's pretty dark tonight and I wasn't making much noise so they didn't notice me."
**Well, if they had seen you, we wouldn't have you here/* Yanosik observed calmly, "How about giving our guest some tea with wine, Aneri, and letting him change into those clothes Scholar brought for him?"
Yanosik poured for Zaliwa half a glass of vodka and I gave him an aspirin tablet Then we besieged him with questions about Praga,
''What s happened there? Why did the Uprising die so quickly at Praga?"
Zaliwa was not talkative.
*1 know nothing," he said shortly. Tm a courier from Praga to Headquarters "